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walls of Riyadh came into view. There is a delicate texture
in the Central Arabian landscape, perhaps owing to its
remoteness from the sea and the clarity of the dry air.
Palgrave, a traveller in the last century, compared the scene
to the Italian landscape, and on winter evenings particularly
there is a close resemblance.

The deep palm-filled valley of the Wadi Hanifa twists out
of the Jebel Tuwaiq, passing the city by its southern wall.
The gentle valley of the Shaib Batha leads towards its
eastern gate, coming from where the ridges and hillocks on
the northern side protect the capital. The long line of the
Arma plateau and the Jebel Tuwaiq are on the eastern and
western horizons. The city is thus defended on all sides by
ranges of hills, while farther out it is surrounded by belts of
sand, so that there is no way of entry to Riyadh except
across the dunes, and then by one of the difficult ravines of
the Jebel Tuwaiq, or a descent from the Arma plateau.
One can see what Palgrave meant. The successive bare-
topped hills and green, dark valleys, painted with delicate
care, the glancing light across them, and the deep blue
shadows in the failing golden light of evening, go to make
up a scene like the background of an early Italian picture,
entrancing the traveller.

In front of this, stretched out across the plain, is a dark
undulating line: the tops of palm-trees in the gardens which
give the oasis its name, an inverted fringe above the walls of
the city. Here and there among the palms peep out roof-
tops of the houses of the Royal Family and the watch-towers
of the citadel-palace; patches of yellow ochre in the sombre
green of the trees. Now, in the evening, long slanting
shadows from the gatehouses and the intermediate fighting
towers were thrown along the high, sloping mud walls of
the city.

We passed the palace of the King's sister Noura, then the
only house outside the walls, and drove on towards the
Badia Palace in the Wadi Hanifa, seven kilometres from
Riyadh*   Crossing our track there was a busy camel-path,
from the north, and immediately we had some idea ojf the